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The Tragedies 

King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fhall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath f 
Enter Darby. 

How now,what newes with you 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the Marqucfle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 

he abides. 

King . Catesby , Cat My Lord. 

JTiwfr.Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe .• 

Enquire me outfomemeane borne Gentleman, 
Whome I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and I feafe not him .• 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giue out 
That^nnemy wife is fleke and like to die, 

^4bout it, for it ftands me much vpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe grow th may damage me, 

1 muft bemarried to my brothers daughter, * 

Or clfe my Kingdomellands on brittle glalle, 
Murtherher brothers,and then marry her, 
Vncertaineway ofgaine.but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucks on fln, 

Teares falling pittiedwels notin this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 

Is thy nameTirrel? 

Tir. lames Tirrel, and your moft obedientfubieft. 

King. Act thou indeed ? 

TVr.Proue me my gracious ioueraigne. 

X<»g.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend ofmine? 

Tir A my Lord,butI had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

King. Why therethou hafl it,twodeepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 

^re they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 

Tirrel,I meane thofe baflards in the Tower. 

7 *r.Letme Iwueopea meanesto come to them. 
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of Richard the Third, 

Andfoone He rid youfrom the feareofthem. 

King. Thou flngft fweet muficke.Come hither Ttrrttt, 
Go by that roken, rife and lend thine eare. Hewhijpertin 

Tis no more but fo> fay, is it done his eare*. 

And I will loue thee, and preferre thee too, 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we hearefrom thee TirreU.ctt we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham . 

Tir . Yea my good Lord. 

Sue. My Lord, I haue confidered in my mind. 

The latedemand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that 'pzfo, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Bhc , I heare that newes my Lord, 

King. Stanly , he is your wiues fonne: Well looke too it, 
Bhc. My Lord I clairae your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
TheEarledome of Herford and themoueables. 

The which you promifed I rtiould poilefTe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife.if fhe conuey 
Letters toKjchmondyou fhallanfwereit. 

Bhc. What fayes your Highnelfc to my iuft demand l 
King. As I remember Henry th e fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fhould be King, 

Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that timc> 
Haue told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord,your promife for the Earledome, 

King. Richmond^ when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior incurtefie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name I flatted, 
Becaufe a Bard or Ireland told me once 
I fhould not liuelong after I faw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King. I, whatsa clocked 

Iam t h us h°ld to put your grace in minde 
^ what you promifde me. 

King. Well, butwhatsaclocke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke of ten. 

* King* 
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